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7 Chats With the Eto 
John's Fight With Joe 


“I’m going to fight Joe the first 
chance I get,” John said, “and I don’t care 
what dad says.” 

John was angry, and for two reasons. 

In the first place, at breakfast dad had 
said to the whole family, “I hope we will 
all be careful how we treat our neighbors 
during the next few weeks. We have just 
moved here, and our neighbors will not 
soon forget the first impressions we make 
on them. I particularly hope that none of 
us will fight the boys on the street.” 

Dad looked right at John when he said 
that, and John knew why! 

John didn’t say anything at the breakfast 
table. How could he, with everybody look- 
ing at him? But on the way to school he 
blew up to his sister. 

And that was the second reason why he 
was angry. Mother had insisted that he had 
to walk to school with his sister. As if a fel- 
low wanted to have a girl along! 

“I’m going to fight him,” he repeated, 
“and I’m going to do it as soon as I get home 
this afternoon. I don’t see why we had to 
come here and have a fellow like that live 
next door to us!” 

“But what have you got against Joe?” 
sister asked. 

“He’s the most stuck up, conceited kid I 
ever met,” John said. 

“How do you know he is?” 

“I’ve been watching him.” 

“What have you seen?” 

“Plenty!” 

“Well, what do you plan to do to him?” 

“I’ve got him all figured out. It won’t 
take me long to fix him, and when I get 
through he won’t think he’s the cock of the 
walk any more. Oh, boy! I can hardly wait!” 

“You’d better be careful, that’s all I’ve 
got to say,” sister warned. “Daddy wasn’t 
joking this morning.” 

There wasn’t time for more talk then, for 
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they had reached school. But all during the 
day John planned what he was going to do 
as soon as he got home. 

And school hadn’t been out very long 
when sister heard such a noise that she ran 
upstairs to look out a bedroom window to 
see what the commotion was all about. 

“Wait till father finds out,” she pre- 
dicted darkly. For John was in the middle 
of a fight with Joe, and all the boys in seven 
blocks, it seemed, were gathered round to 
watch. 

Soon there was a lot of cheering, and 
then after a pause a lot more cheering and 
sister was sure the fight was over. She feared 
the worst. 

John came into the house. 

“You’re going to be in trouble when 
daddy gets home,” sister said. “Who won, 
anyway?” 

“Joe did,” John admitted. “I guess I had 
him figured wrong. He’s——” 

John was interrupted by the arrival of 
father, coming home from work. Sister told 
him what had happened and dad said, ‘““This 
is awful! Just what I didn’t want! I'll have 
to go over and talk to Joe’s father right this 
minute. I’ll take care of you, John, when I 
get back.” 

“But, Dad, you don’t have to go,” John 
said. “Everything’s going to be all right.” 

Dad wasn’t listening. Next door he went. 

“I’m terribly sorry about what p 

Joe’s father stopped him. “Don’t worry,” 
he said with a broad smile. “I watched the 
whole affair. Your boy’s a pretty good 
fighter, but my boy Joe beat him. Of course, 
all the neighborhood boys cheered for Joe. 
But as soon as they were quiet, Joe took 
hold of John’s hand and held it up and said, 
‘Now, all you guys, let’s give a cheer for 
John!’ They really shouted, and somehow 
I think everything is going to be all right 
from now on.” 

Back home went dad. “John,” he said, 
“tell me what happened this afternoon.” 

“And so you see,” John finished, “I had 








Joe figured wrong. Why, he’s the a) 


He’s the swellest guy I’ve ever met. In fact 
he’s coming over Sunday to play with my 
train. You don’t mind, do you? I’m so glad 
we moved here so he could live next door 
to us.” 


Your friend, 


harence Wave? 








PETER'S WONDERFUL PLAN 
and why he gave it up 


By EDGAR A. WARREN 


At LONG last Peter had found a good 
way of making money. It had taken 
much thought and careful planning, but 
here at last was an idea that really worked! 

It was like this: Peter would walk up to 
a kind-looking lady or gentleman in the 
street, and trying to seem as distressed as 
possible, he would say: 

“Excuse me, sir. 1 wonder whether you 
could help me. I’ve lost the money for my 
bus fare home. Do you think you could pos- 
sibly lend me ten cents?” 

“Why, yes, son,” was the usual answer. 
And the kind person would bring out ten 


or even twenty cents from his pocket and 
give it smilingly to Peter. It was as simple 
as that. 

“Thank you ever so much, sir. That is 
kind of you,” Peter would say. Then putting 
the money into his pocket, he would walk 
along a little farther and try again. The plan 
worked so easily that Peter wondered why 
he hadn’t thought of it years ago. What a 
lot of kind people there were in the world, 
after all! 

But one day something happened that 
stopped his wonderful plan. Nothing un- 

To page 18 


“Excuse me, sir,” Peter said, “but could you please lend me ten cents for bus fare?” 
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The Girl 
Who Lived Beside a Volcano 


By ORLEY FORD 


LIVIA lived with her brothers and sis- 

ters and her father and mother on the 
lower slopes of Izalco, an active volcano 
that is known as the Lighthouse of the Pa- 
cific because it can be seen far out to sea. 

Izalco began nearly two hundred years 
ago in the middle of a small farm. It has 
been erupting ever since every half hour or 
less, with a deep rumble and a growl from 
the bowels of the earth, throwing lava and 
rocks high into the sky with dense columns 
of smoke. At night it is a marvelous sight. 
The entire top turns red, as falling lava and 
red hot rock roll down the side. Finally the 
lava turns cold and black, forming a porous 
rock on which no vegetation will grow for 
many years. 

From the low farm where it began, the 
volcano has built up a cone several thousand 
feet high and so hot near the top that no one 
has been able to climb to the rim. The rum- 
ble can be heard for many miles. 

Little Olivia was used to the rumbling and 
the shaking of the earth and never thought 
of being afraid. In the evening she would sit 
in front of her humble home and watch the 
natural fireworks, more wonderful and 
gorgeous than any artificial fireworks made 
by man. She was just a small Spanish girl 
and her father was the manager of a large 
farm. 

Often Olivia would go with her father by 
horseback when he rode out to direct the 
many workmen. 

She was a devout girl and always spent a 


few minutes every morning and evening 
praying to the image of the virgin Mary that 
her mother had put in her home. On special 
days she would go with her mother to the 
nearby town of Izalco to the great church 
filled with images of all kinds and beautiful 
pictures of the saints. To her it was very 
mysterious, and she wondered why these lit- 
tle images should be so powerful. But she 
felt she was in the presence of God when 
she knelt in the midst of so many statues 
and she feared to ask the questions that 
came to her mind. 

One day a young man visited the home 
and sold her father a beautiful book about 
God and Jesus. It was called Christ Our 
Saviour. 

In a short time she had read and reread 
this book, and her interest in the virgin 
Mary and saints began to be mixed with 
doubt. She began to think of God in a dif- 
ferent way. 

Her mother and the rest of the family 
took little interest in the book, and even be- 
gan to scold her for reading it so much. One 
day it disappeared. Apparently her mother 
hid it. 

Not long after this, Olivia went to visit a 
relative for a few days in the town o 
Sonsonate, not far away. In a nearby hous 
she heard singing and went to see what was 
going on. She finished up attending a gospel 
meeting and was greatly impressed by what 
she heard. 

On her return home she told her mother 
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what she had heard but was severely re- 
buked for having attended a meeting of the 
Protestants. 

Life at home became very difficult for 
Olivia, now a girl of twelve. Her family and 
friends teased her and called her a Protes- 
tant. 

The old volcano became unusually active 
at this time and her mother told her that 
God was angry with her and might throw 
out fire and destroy her. For the first time in 
her life when the earth shook and growled, 
Olivia went to the door and looked up to see 
whether the fire was really coming down 
the mountain toward her. 

Finally, she asked to visit her relative in 
the city again. There she again attended a 
gospel meeting and stood up and offered her 
life to Jesus. After the meeting she talked to 
the pastor of the church, Elder Wallace 
Lusk, and told him about her troubles. 

He counseled her to return home and try 
to be patient, but told her if things became 
too unbearable that she could come to their 
home and live with them. Not long after, 
she left home and came to the city to live 
with the missionary family. Her parents 
came to take her home, but she refused to 
go and finally remained several years in the 
Lusks’ home, was baptized, and finished her 
education in the Adventist academy there. 


When she graduated, she was asked to 
teach the church school that was being 
opened in the neighboring republic of 
Guatemala, where Pastor Orley Ford was the 
director. 

But her trials were not over. 

Hardly had she begun her work when 
some men came to her schoolroom under 
pretense of being sanitary inspectors, and 
asked to examine her room and the school. 
Then they asked her to go with them to 
make out a report of their findings. 

Without any suspicion, Olivia got into 
the car with the men and told the children 
that she would return in a few minutes. But 
the minutes were long ones, for the men 
were plain-clothes policemen. They took 
her to jail and left her there, unable to let 
anyone know where she was. 

Her friends thought she had been kid- 
naped, but at last they found that she was 
in the women’s prison and she was held 
there for more than six months. She was ac- 
cused of being a spy and an enemy of the 
government. Of course, there was no truth 
to the charges and after six months, without 
even going to trial, she was told she could 
go free. 

It was a long and hard ordeal but she stood 
firm and the Lord blessed her. Later she 

To page 22 


“That volcano will destroy you,” Olivia’s mother said, “if you don’t worship the virgin Mary.” 
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Chapter 5: Debate in the Barn 





Candle for California 


By VIRGIL 


IF YOU MISSED THE LAST CHAPTER: 


Soon after Elder Loughborough and Elder Bourdeau 
reached San Francisco they found a vacant lot and 
hoped to pitch their big tent on it and hold meetings. 
But the man who owned the land wanted more rent 
than the ministers could afford. While they were won- 
dering what to do, a man knocked on the door and 
said he belon — to a religious group called Independ- 
ents, who had sent him to ask the ministers to come 
and preach in Petaluma, a city a few miles north. The 
Adventist ministers went to Petaluma the next day, and 
the leader of the Independents, Mr. Wolfe, said he 
had seen both of them in a dream lighting five fires in 
the darkness of the surrounding towns. The local min- 
isters had tried to put the fires out, but they grew 
brighter. From this, the Adventist ministers were sure 
God was calling them to hold meetings and light fires 
of righteousness in northern California. Without delay 
they pitched the tent and on a Thursday night held 
their first meeting. Every night the crowds were larger. 
Now read on. 


e248. the close of his first Sunday night 
meeting at the tent, Elder Loughbor- 
ough rose to make an announcement. He 
didn’t realize how much opposition it would 
stir up. 

“I see you are very interested in the 
things we have been explaining to you,” he 
said. “Now we have some books and pam- 
phlets which you can read and thus learn 
more about the Bible and its prophecies. 
We have tied the books in bundles, each 
costing fifty cents.” 

Mr. Moore pushed his way through the 
crowd, laid down a dollar, and picked up one 
of the packages. 

“Not now, please,” said Elder Loughbor- 
ough. “Stay at the close of the service if you 
wish to have them.” 

“Excuse me, Elder,’ Mr. Moore replied, 
“but I was afraid they might be gone by 
then.” 

When the meeting was over, the people 
crowded around the bookstand. Elder Lough- 
borough held out a fifty-cent piece to Mr. 
Moore. “Here is your change,” he said. “The 
books are only half a dollar.” 

“Keep it,” Mr. Moore replied. “They are 
cheap enough.” 

The small tracts and pamphlets were 
given away. The ministers had planned to 
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sell them for one or two cents each until 
they discovered that a dime was the smallest 
coin being used in California at the time. 
One man handed a dollar to Elder Bourdeau 
saying, “Here, give away a dollar's worth 
for me.” 

In a few minutes there wasn’t a book 
left. Every one had gone. The next day an 
order went off to Battle Creek. As more 
meetings were held, more and more books 
were needed, and by the end of the year 
four complete shipments had been disposed 
of. 

“Whatever are you doing with all those 
books?” Elder James White wrote from Bat- 
tle Creek. “You are selling more books out 
there in California than all the tent com- 
panies in the East combined.” 

It was this sale of literature that aroused 
the wrath of the ministers of other churches 
in Petaluma. The first one to speak against 
the work of Elder Loughborough said, “If it 
had been only the preaching of these men 
at the tent, it would have been bad enough, 
but they have put their books into practi- 
cally every house in town!” 

Among the many who stood outside the 
tent on the first Sunday night was Mr. Rice, 
the lumberman who had hesitated about let- 
ting the ministers have timber for their 
benches. Having seen the big crowd, he was 
not surprised when Elder Loughborough 
visited him the following morning. 

“Mr. Rice,” he said 


a “i , “as you probabil 
saw last night, we need lumber for mo 


seats. Can you let us have some?” 

“Of course, of course, Elder. You can have 
ten thousand feet of lumber for more seats 
if you want it.” So more seats were built 
and put around the outside of the tent. 

To Elder Loughborough the long Cali- 
fornia summer and fall were perfect for hold- 
ing meetings. “It never rains here,” he wrote 








_— Fe eS 


to some of his friends in the East. “At least 
there are no storms in the summertime, and 
we never have to get up in the middle of 
the night to tighten the ropes when the 
wind begins to blow, as we do in the East.” 

When winter did begin, the tent was dis- 
mantled, and stored away until the next 
spring. During the time of rainy weather, 
the little company who had begun to keep 
the Sabbath met in the Piner schoolhouse. 
Some of the Independents who had first in- 
vited them to come to Petaluma began to 
keep the Sabbath, while others turned away. 

Beautiful, glorious springtime had come 
to California when the tent was erected 
again in April on a vacant lot just across 
from the schoolhouse. From April 9 to 11 a 
general meeting was held for everyone who 
had decided to keep the Sabbath. It was a 
weekend long to be remembered. Fifteen 
souls were baptized, the first fruits of Elder 
Loughborough’s work in California. 

But the old devil wasn’t very happy about 
it. He stirred up two ministers to make war. 

“I tell you, something has got to be done,” 
one of them remarked. 

“Well, yes I agree with you. But what is 
the best way to stop them?” 

“Why not get them into a debate? You 
know you are good at it.” 


“I think I will, but first of all I want to 
know a little more about what the elder talks 
about. I think I will drop over to his meeting 
tonight.” 

So that evening, with his long beard care- 
fully tucked inside his coat so he might 
not be recognized, he slipped into a back 
seat of the tent. He hadn’t meant to speak, 
but the longer he sat and heard Elder Lough- 
borough preach, the more furious he be- 
came. Suddenly he couldn’t stand it any 
longer. He sprang to his feet. 

“That's all wrong, and you know it is!” 

“It is what the Bible teaches,’ Elder 
Loughborough replied calmly. 

“I say again, it is all wrong and I can 
prove it. Are you willing to debate with me 
on the question as to whether the law was 
abolished at the cross? Come on, I dare 
you! Of course, if you don’t accept, these 
people here will know why,” he added with 
a sneer. 

“I am quite prepared to meet you. If you 
will remain until this meeting closes, we can 
arrange a time and place.” 

So it was decided to hold a great debate 
for two days in the Piner schoolhouse, be- 
ginning the following Monday. The news 
passed from home to home, and early on 
the appointed morning the schoolhouse was 


In the middle of Elder Loughborough’s sermon a man jumped up and shouted, “That's all wrong!” 
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jammed. Many people were standing out- 
side in spite of the fact that rain was falling. 

“Isn't there some place where we can 
have more room so everyone can hear?” 
asked Elder Loughborough. 

“I have a big barn,” spoke up a Mr. Pugh. 
“You are welcome to use it.” 

So down the road went the crowd and 
into the barn. Elder Loughborough spoke 
with power. His opponent was evidently 
embarrassed, and soon became angry. 

“I can beat the elder in hollering, if in no 
other way,” he remarked, and tried to make 
good his boast by an abundance of shouting 
to cover up his lack of effective arguments 
from the Bible. 

The people who attended the first day’s 
debate spread the word around and an even 
larger crowd gathered in the barn the next 
day, which was warm and sunny. The local 
paper reported in its next issue: “Every- 
thing that could run on wheels went out to 
the second day of the debate.” 

The people were deeply impressed by the 
way in which Elder Loughborough stood on 
the Word of God. “I never saw anything 
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like it,” one of them remarked. “It’s just like 
the handle of a jug—all on one side,” mean- 
ing, of course, that the evidence for the 
truth was strong. 

Two days later, Elder Loughborough vis- 
ited the nearby town of Santa Rosa. Many 
of the people there had attended the debate. 

“When are you coming to Santa Rosa 
with your meetings?” asked the town’s doc- 
tor. A little later he met one of the town’s 
leading merchants. “I think you should come 
to Santa Rosa now. The people are ready 
to listen to you.” A little farther on he was 
greeted by the dentist, who also said he 
hoped the meetings would come to Santa 
Rosa soon. 

Elder Loughborough decided 
would be a good thing to go while the way 
was open. The doctor found a place where 
the Loughboroughs could live, and arranged 
for a lot on which to pitch the tent. The 
lumber for the seats was donated. When our 
minister went to the editor of the town 
newspaper to ask about advertising, he 
found a pleasant surprise awaiting him. 


To page 18 
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What do corn-silk cigarettes have to do 





with wild turkeys? That’s what Ray wanted to know. 


WILD TURKEYS 
And Corn-Silk Cigarettes 


By KAY HEISTAND 


AY let the door slam behind him. Im- 

mediately he heard his father’s voice 
booming, “Raymond. Raymond Scott, is that 
you?” 

Ray’s shoulders drooped. What had he 
done now? He knew he was in for it when 
he heard that tone in his father’s voice. “Yes, 
Dad. Coming .. .” and he hurried into his 
father’s study. 

When he entered the room, Mr. Scott 
was sitting at his desk, with his well-worn 














































































Bible and another book lying open before 
him. 

“Sit down, Ray.” His father pointed to 
the deep leather chair. Ray dropped into it, 
trying to stifle his fear. It certainly looked 
as if there was a lecture coming. 

“What's the matter, Dad?” he asked, try- 
ing to act unconcerned. Might as well face 
it and get it over with, he reasoned. Best 
way to handle trouble. 

His father frowned and pushed his hand 
through his thick shock of graying hair. Un- 
consciously Ray did the same to his blond 
crest, in an identical gesture. 

“You've been down by the creek, haven't 
you, Ray?” Mr. Scott's tone was dry and his 
words snapped from his lips. 

Ray nodded and stiffened in the worn 
leather chair. So what? he thought. Of course 
he’d been down by the creek at the old club- 
house, but he was allowed to go down there, 
wasn't he? As long as his chores around the 
house and yard were done—and his were 
done, weren't they? 

His father smoothed the well-worn pages 
of his old Bible. Worry carved wrinkles in 
his face. He didn’t speak for a minute and 
Ray recognized the hurt look his father al- 
ways got on his face when one of his chil- 
dren did wrong. 

“I was down by the creek too, Ray. I—I 
saw you and the Haskett twins smoking.” 
Blue eyes looked into brown eyes and the 
blue eyes looked down first. To page 19 





Ray pulled the silk from the corn, not realizing that 
for a moment he was being as silly as wild turkeys. 
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He certainly didn’t keep it the 
way he had planned to! 


CARL'S FIRST SABBATH 


By LEONARD C. LEE 


i" WAS Friday afternoon an hour before 
sunset as Carl fought his way against the 
screaming wind. He hid his face behind his 
sheepskin collar and struggled on, deter- 
mined to reach home before sunset if pos- 
sible. He had promised God he would keep 
the Sabbath, and this would be his first. 

He had been thinking about it for months, 
ever since he and his mother had argued 
with an Adventist neighbor about the im- 
portance of a day. The neighbor had moved 
away and his mother had rejected the new 
truth as fanatical. But Carl had finally made 
up his mind to stand for truth no matter 
what happened. 

Carl lived on a farm in the country with 
his widowed mother, a sister, and two 
younger brothers. But this year he was stay- 
ing in town and going to high school during 
the week, returning home only for week- 
ends. He had written his mother that he 
would be home but would not be working 
on Saturday as he planned to rest on God’s 
holy day. He knew his mother would not 
be happy about it, as there was so much the 
smaller boys could not do at home. It would 
also be his fourteenth birthday, and he won- 
dered if there would be a cake and candles. 

Suddenly Carl realized that something 
was wrong. He had somehow missed the road 
and had followed a driveway into someone’s 
yard. The great snowdrift he ran into must 
mean that there was a house or barn block- 
ing the wind. He followed up wind and 
strained his eyes to see through the whirling 
snow. Then he recognized the house as the 
place where a new family had just moved 
in. He had often played with the boys who 
used to live there. 

As Carl knocked on the door he could 
hear children crying. When no one came he 
opened the door and walked in. Mr. Wirth 
was lying on the floor just inside the door, 
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still dressed in his heavy coat, fur cap, and 
overshoes. He tried to talk but was evidently 
badly injured. He had been kicked and tram- 
pled by one of his horses, but had managed 
to crawl to the house. The house was freez- 
ing cold and the children were in bed try- 
ing to keep warm. Mrs. Wirth was so sick 
she couldn’t stand up. She had tried to help 
her husband, and had even tried to go to 
the woodshed for coal. She was a frail little 
woman and the wind had smashed her 
against the house and bruised her terribly. 
Carl was sure she had pneumonia. 

Carl tried the telephone, but it was dead, 
for the blizzard was one of the worst in the 
century. He knew he had to get help fast. 
But he also knew he must bring a little com- 
fort first. He brought in coal and wood and 
built up a fire and put on some water to 
heat. Then he went to the barn and got 
some milk and gave the animals hay. He 
noticed there was almost no feed in the barn 
and the cows had not been milked all day. 
Returning to the house he gave everyone 
milk mixed with warm water. 

When he had made the family as com- 
fortable as possible, he drank some milk 
himself and started out to get help. He 
was sure all the telephones were out, so he 
started toward town six miles away. At the 
first house where he stopped, a woman and 
her daughter were alone. Their telephone 
did not work. He told them of the need at 
the Wirths’ home, and the woman promised 
to go with food as soon as the storm let up. 
There were other neighbors that Carl could 
go to, but they were off the road and he 
might lose his way trying to reach them. 
The main road into town was graded and 
fairly clear of drifts. 

It was midnight when Carl reached the 
doctor’s house and pounded on the door. 
The doctor pulled him into the house to 
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warm his freezing hands and feet and to 
thaw out the frostbite on his cheeks and nose 
while he listened to the story. 

“Can I get through with my car?” he 
asked. 

Carl advised against it. He had just come 
over the best road and for a car it was im- 
passable at several places, and the blizzard 
was still raging. A team of horses and a sled 
would be the only safe way. They could 
cut across the fields if necessary. 

Telephone lines were working in town, 
and the doctor started making plans at once, 
but Carl didn’t wait..He knew it would take 
time to get a team ready, and he was anx- 
ious to be where he was needed most. The 
wind was beginning to die down and the 
snow had been packed into drifts so that 

@ ir< was less of it in the air. And most of 
the drifts were packed hard enough to walk 
on, which made the going easier, but the 
thermometer was dropping to near zero. 

Carl was so tired he could hardly stay 
awake when he dragged himself into the 
Wirth home with the word that the doctor 
and other help were on the way. Tears were 
in the eyes of both the Wirths as they tried 
to thank him. He did all he could to make 
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Carl got lost in the snowstorm, but it turned out to be the best thing he could have done! 


them comfortable, and put a light in the 
window to guide the doctor in. 

Daylight was breaking when the doctor 
arrived, and it wasn’t long before several 
of the neighbors, including Carl’s mother, 
also showed up. Word had gotten around 
some way even in the night, and several 
came to help. Carl milked the cows, then 
hitched up the team and began hauling hay 
to feed the hungry cattle and horses. It 
took a lot of shoveling and hard work. Some 
of the neighbors helped, and they put sev- 
eral loads in the barn. 

Just before sunset Carl and his mother 
started home. The neighbors had arranged 
nursing care and planned to handle the 
chores. Carl’s stomach felt like Mammoth 
Cave as he thought of the food his sister 
would have waiting. The neighbors had 
brought some food, but the Wirth cup- 
board was so bare that none of the rescuers 
would eat anything. 

“You know, Mother,” Carl said as the 
snow squeaked under their overshoes, “this 
was my first Sabbath. I didn’t keep it the 
way I thought I would, but somehow I feel 
that if Jesus had been in my place He would 
have done the same thing.” 
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1. In a log cabin in the backwoods of Kentucky a century and a half ago, a baby boy was 
born whom his parents called Abraham. As soon as he was big enough, he helped with 
chores such as bringing in wood. 





2. He worked on the farm, too, but 
he was not to spend all his life with 
a plow and ax. His mother taught him 
about the Bible, and when the day’s 
work was done, he would often read 
to her from the Book. 
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3. He stored up the words of the Bible 
in his mind, and they made him great 
and kind. Many times later on he un- 
consciously quoted from _ them. 
Another good book he read by the 
fire was Pilgrim’s Progress. 


4. Years later, Abe Li 
yer. He spent a lot 
from town to town w 
held. On the way hi 
Bible. He found in it 
true law and justice. 





KINDEST MAN IN AMERICA 


From The American Bible Society 


See note on page 16 


SK anybody who the kindest man in America was, and most of them 

will tell you it was President Abraham Lincoln. A lot of them will tell 
you they think he was the greatest American ever, too. They like him be- 
cause, though he was so important, he didn’t mind stopping what he was 
doing to help people. Read in this story about the worried father he sent 
home happy, and the boy he bought new clothes for. And find out, too, 
while you’re reading, the secret that made Lincoln so great and so kind. 





iter, Abe Lincoln was a law- 
pent a lot of time riding 
1 to town where courts were 
the way he often read his 
found in it the roots of all 
nd justice. 


5. In country courtrooms, Lincoln was 
soon famous for his defense of the 
friendless . . . for his clear logic that 
went to the heart of an argument. No 
wonder! The Bible had taught him 
the wisdom of Solomon. 


6. In 1858, Abraham Lincoln began 
a series of debates with Stephen A. 
Douglas. Both men hoped to be 
elected to the Senate. They debated 
about whether slavery should be al- 
lowed to continue in America. 


NOVEMBER 9, 1960 / 13 











7. Holding a Bible, Lincoln said, “I 
know there is a God and that He hates 
injustice and slavery.” Douglas sneered, 
“Are you the voice of God?” Lincoln 
replied, “I am nothing, but truth is 
everything.” 


8. Lincoln was not elected to the Sen- 
ate, but two years later he was elected 
President. War broke out between the 
States, giving Lincoln many problems. 
He told his cabinet ministers, “There 
was atime... 





9... . when I was driven to my knees in 10. Lincoln used Bible principles in solving 
prayer to God with the conviction that there many other problems. One day Mr. Bradshaw 
was nowhere else to go. Then I remembered, told him that his son was to be shot for de- 
‘If any of you lack wisdom, let him ask of serting the army. Mr. Lincoln asked, “Ever 
God.’ God told me what to do.” read the Bible, Mr. Bradshaw?” 
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11. “We go to church on Sunday,” Mr. Brad- 
shaw said. Lincoln read where Jesus said the 
angels rejoice when a sinner repents—and 
wrote out a pardon and asked his secretary 
to send it off immediately. 


12. Mr. Bradshaw feared to leave. He thought 
Lincoln might change the pardon. But the 
kind President told him, “If your son lives 
till I give a different order, Methuselah will 
be a baby compared to him.” 


13. One day Mr. Lincoln was walking around 
the White House grounds getting some exer- 
cise, when he saw two boys outside the fence 
mercilessly taunting someone he could not 
see, but whose name seemed to be Johnny. 


14. Then he saw Johnny, a one-armed boy in 
ragged clothes. “What's the matter, son?” 
Lincoln said. “What are they teasing you 
about?” “’Cause—'cause I’m not going to 
school today,” the boy stammered. 


15. Lincoln asked him why. “It’s on account 
of my shoes,” the boy said. “I blacked them 
with stove polish—it’s all I can afford, and 
the boys call me an old stove.” Lincoln asked 
him to jump the fence. 
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16. Lincoln found out that the boy's father 
had been killed in the war. Inside the 
White House he asked Mr. Sutton to take 
Johnny out and buy him some new clothes 
including new shoes and real shoe polish. 
















17. “Then,” he said, “go to his home and find 
out what the family needs. But first, take 
Johnny to school.” Then the President wrote 
a note for Johnny to take to teacher—with 
two Bible quotations in it. 





18. So the Bible influenced everything Lin- 
coln did. That's why he was such a great 
man. And he knew the Bible so well because 
he read it so much. When he spoke, people 
thought they were listening to the Bible. 


Teachers! Show This Filmstrip! 


The pictures of Abraham Lincoln in this issue are 
taken from the wonderful filmstrip, “A Man and His 
Book,” produced by the American Bible Society. 

The filmstrip is very well made and most interest- 
ing, as you can tell from the parts printed here. 

We recommend that it be shown in Sabbath school 
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19. When the war ended, people wanted to 
punish the losers, but Lincoln was kind to the 
last. He said the losers should be treated 
“with malice toward none; with charity fo 
all.” Four days later he was dead. 


and in MV and JMV programs, also at Pathfinder 
meetings. One or two boyish expletives are unfor- 
tunate, but they do not detract from the general ex- 
cellence of the material. The filmstrip lasts about 
eighteen minutes and comes with a long-playing 
record. It is part of a four-film set, “The Bible and 
the Presidents.” Order from the American Bible 
Society, 440 Fourth Avenue, New York 16, New York. 








Why Mothers Interfere 


By RUTH MOSIER 





This is one reason why mothers sometimes interfere! 


patty; it’s time you should be going to 
school,” mother reminded her dilly-dally- 
ing daughter. 

“All right, Mother,” Patty said, picking 
up her lunch box and calling to her little 
sister, Joy, to follow her. 

“The money for the piano teacher is on 
top of the piano,” mother said. “I may not 
get home before she leaves.” 

Patty turned at the door. “May Molly 
come home with me for a while after 
school?” 

“No, dear,” mother said. “I don’t want 
anyone coming home with you when I’m 
not here.” 

“But, please, Mother,” Patty persisted. 

“No,” mother said firmly. “And now you'd 
better be going.” 

Patty felt very badly done by as she and 
Joy trudged the six blocks to school. She 
had planned to do so many things with 
Molly. Why did mother have to interfere? 

When she met Molly on the playground 
she asked her, “Did your mother give you 
permission to come over after school?” 

“Uh-huh,” Molly said happily. “She said 
it was all right with her.” 


“Oh,” said Patty. 

“Aren't you glad?” asked Molly. 

“Sure,” said Patty. She was thinking hard. 
If Joy wouldn’t tattle, mother wouldn’t know 
if Molly came home. Molly would leave 
before mother returned. 

“Well, do you want me to come home 
with you?” asked Molly. 

“Of course I do,” Patty assured her. “We 
can have so much fun.” 

All during school, carefully folded notes 
somehow missed the teacher's usually watch- 
ful eyes, and they passed back and forth 
from Patty to Molly. They contained vivid 
details of the things the girls would do at 
Patty’s house. 

At last school was out and the two girls 
hurried home with little Joy tagging along 
behind them. 

How quickly the time flew! Soon the 
clock said it was time for Molly to go. 

“But I hate to go so soon,” Molly sighed. 
“Will you walk me up to the bus stop?” 

“All right,” Patty agreed. 

As Patty saw Molly get on the bus she 
heaved a sigh of relief. She was glad to see 
Molly go, for her conscience was beginning 
to bother her. 

“Anyway, mother will never know,” she 
thought. “Joy won't tell.” 

But Patty had forgotten about the text 
that says, “Be sure your sin will find you 
out.” 

As she was crossing the highway, trying 
to get home before the music teacher ar- 
rived, she didn’t look to see if any cars were 
coming. 

There was a screeching of brakes and a 
heavy thud. 

Kind hands lifted Patty gently off the 
concrete and laid her in a car. Then she was 
whisked away to the hospital. 

There she was carefully examined for 
injuries by kind nurses and doctors and was 
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found to be suffering from shock, cuts, and 
bruises. 

Soon both mother and dad came. Mother 
was crying. 

“Oh, Mother,” Patty sobbed. “I’m so sorry 
I disobeyed you. I brought Molly home 
with me.” 

“I am sure you have learned your lesson,” 
mother said softly. “If Molly hadn’t come 
home you wouldn’t have gone with her to 
the bus stop, and you wouldn’t have crossed 
that road and been run down.” 

During the next few weeks, Patty suf- 
fered even more for her disobedience. Her 
foot was so badly bruised she could not walk 
on it. 

As she watched her friends enjoying 
good times out of doors, she decided that 
with God's help she wouldn’t disobey again 
when mother interfered with her plans. 


Candle for California 
From page 8 


“Why, Elder, I wouldn’t think of charg- 
ing anything for telling folks about your 
meetings. You just go ahead and write up 
anything you want, and I will always find a 
place for it in the paper.” 

Thus the work began in Santa Rosa. Here 
was to be established the first Adventist 
church west of the Rocky Mountains. 

“I see nothing but plain sailing ahead of 
us here,” remarked Elder Loughborough to 
his fellow workers one day. 

Little could he foresee the future. The 
devil wasn’t dead! 

(To be continued) 


Peter’s Wonderful Plan—and Why 
He Gave It Up 


From page 3 


pleasant—nothing connected in any way 
with a policeman. 

It was a Saturday morning. Peter was out 
again looking for kind people. Presently he 
found himself near the Adventist church. 

A car stopped and the visiting preacher 
got out. 

“Ah!” thought Peter, “this looks like a 
really kind man.” 
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He walked up to him looking as dis- 
tressed and yet as winsome as he could. 

“Excuse me, sir,” he began. “I wonder 
whether you could help me? I’ve lost my bus 
fare home and need just ten cents. Do you 
think you could lend me enough to get me 
home?” 

“Why, yes, son,” said the minister, as he 
put his hand in his pocket and brought out 
some coins. “Here you are, and I hope you 
get home all right.” 

Peter was really impressed by the man’s 
kindness and the tone of his voice. 

“Thank you ever so much,” he said, and 
turned to walk away. 

But a firm and kindly hand grasped his 
shoulder. 

He stopped and turned around. The min- 
ister was speaking. 

“Son, you asked me to lend you this 
money. When you say ‘lend’ you mean that 
you will pay it back, don’t you?” 

“Er—yes—lI suppose so,” replied Peter. 

“Yes,” the minister went on, “but how 
can you pay me back unless you have my 
name and address? Would you like me to 
write it on this piece of paper for you?” 

Peter could only say, rather weakly, “Yes, 
please.” 

“You see,” the minister continued, “when 
I am not preaching in a church as I am going 
to do today, I teach a large class of boys 
about your age. Some are bright, some are 
not. But I always tell them that what the 
world needs most of all is not brilliant 
scholars so much as honest boys. I tell them 
that not all can be brainy, but all can be 
honest. You want to be known as an honest 
boy—a boy anybody can trust. Here’s my 
name and address, and I shall look forward 
to hearing from you soon. Good-by, son.” 

The minister walked into the church, and 
Peter walked down the street. He was think- 
ing about what the minister had told him 
and he didn’t try his little trick on anyone 
else that day. 

Instead he went home. “Honest men— 
honest men.” The words kept coming into 
his mind. “Not all can be brainy, but all can 
be honest.” 

When he reached home he went up into 
his room and found an envelope, paper, and 
a couple of stamps. He sat down and wrote 
a letter to the minister who had spoken so 
kindly to him. 

Frankly, it was a great surprise to the 
minister when on the following Monday 














morning he found a letter in the mail—a 
letter from Peter enclosing the ten cents 
and thanking him for what he had said to 
him. 

Not that the minister was worried about 
his ten cents, but he was happy to think 
that Peter had proved to be an honest boy. 

So he sat down and wrote a letter to Peter, 
enclosing a lovely book worth far more than 
the ten cents. 

And you can be sure that that was the end 
of Peter’s plan for making money by being 
dishonest. He determined right there and 
then that he would grow up to be a man 
who could be trusted, the kind of man the 
world needs so badly. 


Wild Turkeys and Corn-Silk 
Cigarettes 


From page 9 


“It wasn’t real tobacco, Dad. They—they 
were corn-silk cigarettes. We made them 
ourselves—just to try them.” Ray was sure 
that was a good enough excuse—yet he 
still couldn’t look into his father’s face. 

“Wild turkeys,” his father muttered. 

Ray looked at him amazed. What was he 
talking about? 

Father sighed and leafed through the 
other book on his desk. All of a sudden Ray 
realized it as his grandfather’s diary. 

“Ray, I know there are many things the 
other lads do that we won't let you do. 
Sometimes it must be difficult.” His father’s 
words tapered off and he tapped the diary 
reflectively. 

“When I was a boy there used to be a 
great many wild turkeys around here.” He 
paused as he remembered, and smiled 
slightly. 

Ray nodded. He’d always loved to hear 
his dad’s hunting tales. 

“In the fall of the year when the farmers 
wanted to catch wild turkeys, do you know 
what we used to do?” 

Ray shook his head. He didn’t think he’d 
ever heard how they'd caught wild turkeys. 

“We used to haul rails out into an open 
space and build a pen with rails across the 
top. Then we'd dig a trench, with one end 
leading into the pen, the other outside. This 
trench was deep enough so that a turkey 
could pass under the bottom rail of the pen 





How Can I Know My Sins Are Forgiven? 


November 

13. 1 John 1:9 Confess your sins 

14. Lev. 5:5 Confess specific sins 

15. Prov. 28:13 Do not cover any sin 

16. James 5:16 Confess to any you have sinned 
against 

17. Lev. 6:4 Restore to owner 

18. 2 Cor. 7:10 Godly sorrow 

19. Ps. 34:18 Salvation promised 








with his head down. The trench would reach 
about fifteen feet outside the pen. We would 
drop shelled corn in the trench on the in- 
side and scatter the rest on the outside.” 

Ray frowned and his father chuckled at 
him, then continued, “Soon the turkeys 
would come flying over. Being curious 
birds, when they saw the new pen they 
would fly down and rest on it. Then their 
attention would be attracted to the corn. 
They would begin to eat it, picking up a 
grain at a time until they had followed up 
to the pen. They would keep right on eating, 
with their heads down, until they were in- 
side the pen and trapped.” 

“That sure was a slick way to catch them, 
Dad!” Ray exclaimed. 

“Wait, Ray, there’s more to it than that. 
I told you this only because I’m trying not 
merely to scold you but to show you the 
importance of something. You remember 
the prodigal son in the Bible?” 

“Sure, Dad.” Ray had always liked the 
story. 
“Well, he was lured away by sin until he 
was very far from his father’s house. One 
day, when money and friends were gone 
and there was no food and clothing, he 
realized he was trapped. The devil can make 
sin alluring and tempt us with the pleasures 
of the world. He can make us think we 
are all right until we realize the bait is gone 
and we are trapped.” 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: "Christ-Centered Doctrines" 


Vill—Being Born a Christian 


(November 19) 


Memory VERSE: “Verily, verily, I say unto thee, 
Except a man be born again, he cannot see the 
kingdom of God” (John 3:3). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the conversion of Zacchaeus 
and the changes that came into his life, in Luke 
19:1-9. Make a start on the memory verse, and 
go over it daily as you do each lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 
Jesus Explains What Being Born Again Means 


Open your Bible to John 3. 

One night, when the city was wrapped in 
sleep, a man of high position quietly and secretly 
left his home in Jerusalem and made his way to 
the Mount of Olives, where Jesus was spending 
the night. Look in verses 1 and 2 and find the 
name of this man and how he expressed his 
faith in the One he sought out. 

For some time Nicodemus had watched Jesus 
closely. He had studied the prophecies, and the 
more he studied the more sure he was that this 
wonderful Teacher really was the Messiah. 

He determined to find out for himself, but be- 
cause of his high position, he hesitated to visit 
Jesus openly, hence he stole out under cover of 
darkness to see the great Teacher. 

“Instead of recognizing this salutation, Jesus 
bent His eyes upon the speaker, as if reading 
his very soul. In His infinite wisdom He saw be- 
fore Him a seeker after truth. He knew the ob- 
ject of this visit, and with a desire to deepen 
the conviction already resting upon His listener’s 
mind, He came directly to the point.”—The De- 
sire of Ages, p. 168. 
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Find in verse 3 the startling statement Jesus 
made. 

By this, Jesus teaches that to become a Chris- 
tian does not mean merely to make improve- 
ments, it means to live another life, so different 
in fact that it is as if one were born again an- 
other person. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
167, 168. 


THINK! Do you ever feel that you would like 
to be a new person, born again without all the 
tendencies to sin that you now have? 

Pray that you may be born again the way 
Jesus says each child must be. 


MONDAY 
How the New Birth Is Brought About 


Open your Bible to John 3. 

“How can a man be born again when he is 
old?” questioned Nicodemus. He did not see that 
Jesus was talking about a spiritual birth. Jesus 
made it clear to him that it was being born again 
spiritually that He was talking about. Read our 
Lord’s words in verses 5 and 6. 

When a child is born at his physical birth he 
has no thoughts of heaven, no thoughts of serv- 
ing God in his mind. He grows up desiring to 
please himself. But sometime in his life, perhaps 
over a long period of time, he hears and reads 
about a better life, a spiritual life, in which one 
lives to serve the Father. A battle goes on in his 
heart. Sometimes he listens to the little voice 
in his heart that tells him to follow Jesus, and 
sometimes he ignores it. Then one day he decides. 
“I will live not for myself, but for Christ,” he 
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says. That is how a man is born again. Look in 
verse 8 and see what nature illustration Jesus 
uses to show this working of the Holy Spirit on 
his heart. 

As I sit here at my desk this morning I can 
see the branches of the trees moving. Autumn 
leaves are scurrying along the roadway, but no 
visible hand is moving them. The force that 
moves them is the wind. unseen, but powerful. 
So, Jesus explains, the new birth, the spiritual 
birth, is brought about by Someone as invisible 
but as powerful as the wind—the Holy Spirit. 

Peter tells us of something else that, working 
with the Holy Spirit, helps to bring about this 
new birth. “Being born again, not of corruptible 
seed, but of incorruptible, by the word of God” 
(1 Peter 1:23). 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
172. 


Tuink! Are you allowing the Holy Spirit to 
move you as the wind moves the leaves? Are 
you letting the Word of God change your life? 

Pray for the Holy Spirit to do His work in 
your life. 


TUESDAY 
A New Birth Means a New Heart and a New 
Mind 


Open your Bible to Ezekiel 36. 

Jesus told Nicodemus, “Ye must be born 
again.”’ 

We speak of people having “hard hearts” or 
“brave hearts” or “kind hearts.” The Bible tells 
us that when a person is converted, he has a 
“new heart.” Read the promise God makes to us, 
in verse 26. 


“When Jesus speaks of the new heart, He 
means the mind, the life, the whole being. To 
have a change of heart is to withdraw the af- 
fections from the world, and fasten them upon 
Christ. To have a new heart is to have a new 
mind, new purposes, new motives. What is the 
sign of a new heart?—A changed life. There is 
a daily, hourly dying to selfishness and pride.”— 
Messages to Young People, p. 72. 
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The person who is born again thinks and feels 
the way the Saviour thinks and feels. He has 
the mind of Christ. “Let this mind be in you, 
which was also in Christ Jesus,” Paul tells the 
believers (Phil. 2:5). 

David realized the need for a new heart when 
he wrote, “Create in me a clean heart, O God; 
and renew a right spirit within me” (Ps. 51:10). 
Ezekiel tells us what a difference this new heart 
makes to us, when he writes, “I will put a new 
spirit within you; and I will take the stony heart 
out of their flesh, and will give them an heart 
of flesh: that they may walk in my statutes, and 
keep mine ordinances” (Eze. 11:19, 20). 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 71. 

TuH1nK! Do you make it part of your prayer 
daily to ask for a new heart? 


Pray to have the mind of Jesus within you. 


WEDNESDAY 
How to Distinguish a Christian 


Open your Bible to Galatians 5. 


The born-again Christian will have as his high- 
est aim, to fulfill the requirements of God and 
His kingdom. Micah tells us what they are. 
“What doth the Lord require of thee, but to do 
justly, and to love mercy, and to walk humbly 
with thy God?” (Micah 6:8). 

When a person is born again as a Christian 
believer, not only will his heart and his mind be 
new, but the people among whom he moves will 
notice by his words and actions that he is a new 
person. The Bible speaks of these things as the 
“fruits” of the Christian life, or the “fruit of 
the spirit.” Find what these fruits are in verses 
22 and 23. 


When we see anyone with the fruit of the 
Spirit that Paul tells us about—someone who is 
loving, happy, peaceful, longsuffering, gentle, 
good, full of faith, meek and temperate, just, 
merciful and humble—we can be sure he has 
been born of the Spirit. Peter the impulsive be- 
came Peter the zealous and brave for Christ. 
John the fiery became John the loving and gentle. 
Saul, the bitter enemy of Christ, became Paul the 
champion of Christianity. These all bore the 
fruit of the Spirit. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 59 
(1908 ed., p. 61). 

Tuink! Is the fruit of the Spirit to be seen 
in your life? 

RESOLVE to let Christ live in your life that you 
may bear the fruit of the Spirit and so witness 
to the power of God. 


THURSDAY 
The Story of a Man Who Was Born Again 


Open your Bible to Luke 19. 


The story of Zacchaeus the publican is an ex- 
ample of how the life is completely changed 
when a person is born again, as he was. Pub- 
licans were disliked and looked down upon by 
the Jews. Verse 7 will tell you how his fellow 
citizens of Jericho regarded Zacchaeus. 

Like other publicans Zacchaeus did not care 
how others had to go without, so long as he was 
able to extract money from them. But when he 
heard about Jesus, something happened to him. 
The Holy Spirit, like the wind, began to move 
his heart. Then one day Jesus Himself came to 
his city and Zacchaeus made up his mind to see 
this Man whose words had been troubling him. 
He was obliged to climb a tree to get a view of 
Jesus, but he did not go unnoticed. Jesus saw 
him, told him to come down and told him that 
He intended to go to his home. It was then 
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that Zacchaeus knew that he must be born again 
of the Spirit and be a new man. His speech to 
Jesus shows how completely his heart was 
changed. Read it, in verse 8. 

“No sooner did Zacchaeus yield to the in- 
fluence of the Holy Spirit than he cast aside 
every practice contrary to integrity.”—-The De- 
sire of Ages, p. 555. 

In place of his hardness and dishonesty was 
seen the fruit of the Spirit. Love and pity led 
him to give away his goods and restore what 
he had taken. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 
553-555, pars. 1, 2 

THINK how Zacchaeus changed from greed and 
grasping, to graciousness and generosity. 

Pray that the Holy Spirit’s power may change 
the ugly things in your life as He did in the life 
of Zacchaeus. 


FRIDAY 


WHo SAID, and ON WHAT OCCASION? 


1. “Except a man be born of water and of the 
Spirit, he cannot enter the kingdom of God” 
(John 3:5). 

2. “How can a man be born when he is old?” 
(John 3:4). 

3. “The wind bloweth where it listeth, and 
thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst not 
tell whence it cometh, and whither it goeth: so 
is every one that is born of the Spirit” (John 
3:8). 

4. “Create in me a clean heart, O God; and 
renew a right spirit within me” (Ps. 51:10). 

5. “But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, 
peace, longsuffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, 
meekness, temperance” (Gal. 5:22, 23). 

6. “Half of my goods I give to the poor; and 
if I have taken any thing from any man by 
false accusation, I restore him fourfold” (Luke 
19:8). 


CHOOSE YOUR ANSWERS from these names: 
PAUL, NICODEMUS, JESUS, DAVID, ZAC- 
CHAEUS. 


Review the memory verse. 





Wild Turkeys and Corn-Silk 
Cigarettes 


From page 19 


Ray sat silent, thinking of his father’s 
words. Then he said slowly, “You mean 
cigarettes, even corn-silk cigarettes, are bait 
of the devil? And I could be trapped?” 

His father’s smile was quick and convinc- 
ing. “I mean just that, son. They may not 


seem bad in the beginning, but small sins 
grow and large sins come easier—and only 
God can make a way of escape, which is 
through repentance and returning to Him, 
through His Son Jesus Christ.” 

Ray felt suddenly sick at his stomach. He 
felt much worse than the cigarettes had made 
him feel, and he hadn’t really liked them. 
“Dad, I'll never smoke again in my life. 
I’m sorry I tried them this time.” 

Mr. Scott rose from his desk and gripped 
Ray’s shoulder hard. “Thank you, my boy. 
God and I will help you keep your promise.” 

That was thirty years ago, and Ray has 
kept his promise. Just the other day he told 
his son about the greedy wild turkeys—and 
the foolishness of boys who cannot resist 
being led into the devil’s trap. 





The Girl Who Lived Beside 
a Volcano 


From page 5 


married a young literature evangelist who 
became the colporteur director for the mis- 
sion. 

While all this was going on, her family 
changed their attitude toward her and both 
her father and mother were baptized and 
became faithful members of the Adventist 
Church. 

But old Izalco still shakes the earth, 
throwing out rock and lava and growling 
and making one think of the fires of the last 
days. Now on the trembling sides of the 
volcano we hold our youth camp, and scores 
of young people before retiring look up 
and admire its brilliant fireworks. 

The gospel light is shining afar over this 
country, lighting up the heart of many as 
Izalco lights up the sea with its glorious 
light. 
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SHARNA OF ROCKY BAY Price, $2.50 
by Alice Mertie Underhill 


From the cold and isolated regions of Labrador comes 
this story of youth. The fishing village is the scene 

of thrilling adventures, particularly after the new 
teacher from “outside” came to the community. 


SHARNA AND POGGY Price, $2.50 
by Alice Mertie Underhill 


This is a sequel to SHARNA OF ROCKY BAY. The 
fishing village feels the influence of the gospel story 
as lived in the daily experiences of sincere 

boys and girls. 





Order from your church missionary secretary or your Book and Bible House. 
Pacific Press Publishing Association, Mountain View, California 
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REMARKABLE ROCKS-I 


Natural 
Bridges 2 


PHOTO, NORFOLK AND WESTERN RAILWAY 


PHOTO, FREDERIC LEWIS 


Indians used to cross Cedar Creek by the Natural Bridge in Virginia, shown at the 
top of the page. It is 215 feet high, and the span is 90 feet long. 


The curved span is Rainbow Bridge in Utah, the largest natural bridge that has ever # 
been discovered. It is made of red and yellow sandstone. The highest point is 308 feet, 
and the arch stretches 273 feet, making it much larger than many man-made bridges. 


Remarkable rocks like these were shaped by the wind and by rivers that gradually 
wore away the softer parts of a hill, leaving arches of harder rock remaining. Without 
doubt, much of the work was done soon after the Flood, when there was much more 
water to do the work, and rocks were probably softer than they are now, and easier 
for water to erode. 
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